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But though the fellow met Dud's eyes, as he uttered all
this, with a simple enough stare, our friend had an uncomfort-
able feeling that in some subtle way, impossible to define, he
zoos fooling him and lying to him.
One impression that he got—and it may have been produced
by that semimortuus look, which, though it was always fluctuating
never quite left the man's face—was that you couldn't get
him to say anything impulsively or on the spur of the mo-
ment but only what he'd decided for some reason of his own to
say.	^
"I'm not so particular as you seem to think," No-man re-
marked. "I know what atmospheres are, as well as anybody.
But I can't help feeling that when you touch the supernatural
it must be a clear issue—yes or no. I feel just the same about
life after death. There's something teasing to my mind when
people blur the issue of a thing as important as that. Either
we do survive, or we don't survive. I think it is 'all-or-nothing'
in that case! Do you believe we survive, sir!"
"Presently, lad—presently!" murmured the other. "I'll tell
you exactly what I think when we've got on a bit."
He was as good as his word; but it became Dud's destiny
to listen now to what struck him as the most confused and
unconvincing rigmarole he'd ever heard. All he could lay hold
of out of the man's words was that survival of death depended
on three things, on your own effort, on the luck of being chosen
as a favoured spirit by "the Gods," and on pure chance.
Our friend had read a certain number of metaphysical books,
and it seemed to him that what he heard now contradicted the
very rudiments of all intellectual reason!
What struck him about it—though his mind began quickly
to wander from what the man was saying to all sorts of specu-
lations about the man himself—was that it was simply a drift
of very obscure oracles, snatches and fragments of the old
Welsh books, but given by Uryen some particular twist of his
own.
It was when they came to a gate across the way, with in-
structions on it, worthy of Pilgrim's Progress, about not
wandering from the path, that the little polite struggle he
made to open this gate for Monsieur mon p&re brought his
mind back to what the fellow was actually saying; and it be-
came clear to him that he was calmly assuming—which struck

